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| On the Gr<at and Famous 


BLEW-STONE 
Which lay on the CAST L E-HILL of EDIN- 
BUR G H, and was Buried thercin, 


F% HAT Place is this I've fixt my Fect upon ? 
:.- - | Irs like the Caſt/e-hill, yer 1 miſs a Stone 
; Whercon | lean'd me oft for Recreation, 


Sure here's the place where was his Scituation: 
None e'er was yet fo ftrong to have it carri'd, 
So thar it's ſurely ſunk, or elſe been burri'd : 
For which there ought to be great Lamentation, 
Since that it's Equal ſcarce was in a Nation. 


O! let's lament the Loſs rhat's ſent 
From Caſtle to the Town, 
Would we withſtood this blue Stones good 
That's now beneath the Ground : 
Riſe up and ſtand and grace our Land, 
Let them thy Morto ſee, 
Our old Blew-ſtone that's dead and gone, 
His marrow cannot be : 
Large Twenty Foot of length he was, 
His bulk none cfer did ken, 
Dour and Deaf and riven with Grief, 
When he preſerved Men : 
Behind his Back a Batt'rie was, 
Contriv'd with Packs of Woo; 
Let's now think oh, ſince he is gone, 
We're in the Caſtle's view. 
O | Burgeſſes and Men of Wir, 
That lives into the Town, 
Whar do you mcan, or haye you ſeen, 
To let him fo plump down. 
Since all is paſt and he lies faſt, 
His Memory ſhall ſtand 
? To Thouſand Generations, 
In this our Ancient Land. 
O Graver good will ye bur dof, 
Pur this upon @ Stone 
Near to his Neſt, ſee that it reſt, 
Since he is dead and gone. 


EF £7 4PM 
Who &er this Grave does look upox, 


And ask, who does it fill, 
It is the Famous Great Blew-Stone 
Lay on the Caſtle-hill ; 
Roar'd at he was with Shots like Thunder, 
Beeauſe that Men he ſerv'd, 
Until bis Budy rent aſſunder, 
becauſe he them preſervd 
Fro 


Death rhar Nighe 


